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veyed the room for neatness. 4 


“Good old Hank,” I 
“Yes,” she said absently. “Guod 


.gon now,” IT said. 
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HE TAKES IT-OUT ON.HIS 
BUDDIES 1S NO DELIGHT 
TO OUR LIVES EITHER. 
THAT'S ALL FT 
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'E’S THE oné who. accidentally shot himself in the eee 
while he was cleaning his rifle,” I said. 
But I don't think:my wife heard me, She had just 
gore into the living room to* oa : : 
straighten up a few Fast minute | of ice cold beer” in the refriger 
things. 
I finished putting on my tie! 
and suitcoat and joined her there.! 
sand. 

Evelyn moved about emptying, 
ash trays into the silent butler. | 


A light came into Hank’s eyes. 

“Henry doesn’t drink,” Mrs. 
‘Morrison said. “It’s bad for his 
‘waistline, you know,” . 

The light went out. 

T créssed my legs and jiggled 
.my foot for a while, “Those were 
‘the days, weren't ‘they, Hank?” 

“They, sure were, Rusty. “Re- 


old Hank.” 
“He's married and lives in Ore. ! 
“We sure had! 


4 ERRY A GUY WHO'S SO GRIPED| [OKAY, yOu CLOWNS, j 


Wewat to his congressman as a 


A LT SLE TTT es ASG Sten NGeR nis MERE nen AtetRnH Was iin 


THE | HERO HUSBANDS ¥, Fi 


proieee against awarding them | ae 
or nothing at all.” let, “You 
“I béwl on Tuesday nights,” 1) with tir 
said. “We have a le gue of com-' dividual 
pany teams,” I styles, 
“Henry got his wound while: makeup 
he was charging a pillbox,” Mrs.’ a copy : 
Morrison said. “But he went.on) self -ad 
anyway and cleaned it out single-| dress A 
handed.” NEws, 
“Limping, no doubt,” I said. | York Y 
“They were going to give him a 
Silver Star,” Mrs. Morrison said. | Finally 
“But something went wrong with: in remin: 


the paper work and he never got: ker?” 
it. I wanted to write to the War; 


‘member Edwards and hia pet “No,” 
some arent times together. Real ys onkey 4 Pe"| Department, but Henry says to; Wey 
war buddies, »' “I sure do,” I said, “Whatever forget it. He doesn’t want © to more. 

I'm hanpy for -you,- George? ; make any. trouble.” | “What 


happened to him?” 
ie’s in the zoo now.” °° 
“T mean Edwards.” 


She glanced at the clock and sur- 


“Yes, sir,” I said. “We went} 


rimless glasses. His wife was a there, too,” 
short plump woman with @ visite | 


Evelyn ‘said. “On his 


“Y'd write anyway,” I said. ‘band = d 
“Once my husband’s platoon asked Ey 


“T don't know,” Hank said. “I/was pinned down by gunfire,”: “He’s , 
ae Ea) ang Es ee 1 Bent him Christmas cards for a|Evelyn said. “And everybody ran company 
‘i wife a ne + the mi ae ae ifew years and then gradually. we |out of water. George gathered up your hu: 

A f pile # t hair bs cL stopped corresponding.” all the canteens and braved mur-' “He. 
on en ew strands of hair bac ‘| “That’s the way it goes,” I|derous enemy fire to get to a store.” 
ee ALL BES: ht, d h id.| jsaid, and, then there was silence./stream. He saved the entire pla~-’ Hank 
“Let's Ag hid dear ie ae “Those! are lovely drapes,” Mrs,|toon that way.” think we 
‘When Hank Monyison and his Ms On Sed: ey ar HANK SAID JOB ce 
wife stepped into the hall filer Vi ator ial ” , 3 Bivens 
elanped him On thexbacks uiLenk, he At Dunstan’s, Evel n said.|f} WASN’T EASY door. 
you old son of a gun. ‘It’s good | I cont suppose you've heard of" ,, ” “If, yo 
: g j them 2?” Good for you, Rusty,” HankiMrs. Mo: 
to see you again,” : Noy’ Mes, Morrison said. “We ae amie id 40 silane filed drop in.” 
ive in Portla with water is*no easy job.” “ 
‘HE CLAPPED BAND “‘Haw’s the weather up there?”| “But of course you were there, Hane 
ON HIS. SHOULDER I asked. x Yr ao Evelyn said. “I) -“Goodt 
_| “Somewhat -damp,”. Mrs. Mor-|keep orgetting that you and 
clapped * Bg hata ™Yirison said. “It bothers Henry’s George were in the same squad.” ate rhe 
shoulder. “It’s great to see youjleg a lot. He.was wounded on| “It’s hard to believe,” Hahk|  “Darlix 
again too, RuMty.” Okinawa, you know.” — said. say some 
Hank had gained about 40 | ‘Hank picked up: an ash tray hap wanted to give George a| body shot 
poun da Rince 104h. He. wore: 4 and began examining it. “Been|batt efield commission,” Evelyn{] wasn’t 
jdding any bowling lately, Rusty?” said, “But he turned it’ down. He “T don’ 
conservative business suit and; “My husband was wounded) Said he. preferred to remain a Pri-| She 0! 


vate First Class. He felt much deor and 


right side and it looks a lat like!Closer to the men that uraw ” 


‘ rimless gldsses. ‘His wife was a 


‘look up my old war buddy.” 


_ opened the hall closet to.harg up! 


“Let's get on with. it.” 


to see you again.” 


said, “I thought I might as well 


ne front doorbell sounded and fesy’ yeitle aid then’ ekkiGaliy we 
my wife went to the mirror toigig ped corresponding.” 

pat 4 few atrands of hair back| “That's the way. it goes,” I 
nto place, said, and; then there was silence. 
f‘All- right, “Those are lovely drapes,” Mrs. 


: : -4,.|Morrison said, “Where did you 
‘,When Hank Morrison and hisipvet the material?” °°: y 


wife stepped into the hall, [/?-«, t Dunstan’s,” ‘Evelyn said. 
slapped him on the back. “Hank,|«y don’t suppose you’ve heard of 
you old son of a gun. It’s good! them?” 


“No,” Mrs. Morrison said. “We 
live in Portland.” foe 

“How’s the weather up there?” 
Lasked. 


; “Somewhat -damp,’ Mrs: Mor- 
He .clapped a hand on my rison sdid. “It bothers Henry’s 


shoulder. “It's. great to .see youllee a lot. He. was wounded on 
again too, : Rusty.” ; Okinawa, you know.” 
Hank had gained aBout 40| i is nike up - ga ey 
s ; ene k egan examining it. en 
pounds ne 1945. He evere * doing any bowling lately, Rusty?” 
conservative business suit and! | “My husband was wounded 
there, too,” Evelyn said. “On his 
right side and it looks a lot like 
an appendix sear.” 
’ Hank’s eyes left the. ashtray. 
Y asked, : “That's interesting, Just like an 
“The convention,” Mrs. Mor-!appendix scar?” 
riason said. ‘“Henry’s a delegate “You must remember it, Hank,” 
from his Legion post.” \- {I said. “I got hit five minutes 
' “As long as I was here,” Hank after you got shot in the leg.” 
“Oh, yes,” Hank said, “It’s 
jcoming to ma,” 
‘rison p; : 
mand tf) HEWRY wouLDwrT 
iF vara MEDAL © 


“What are you - doing these’ “Henry doesn’t have a Purple 
days, Rusty?” Hank asked. “Set-| Heart medal to show for, it 
a the vane on fire” , ite 

“I’m office manager at the! woutdy't accept it, Henr : 

* * sy , > ooh i ; ; by ‘ - > y says 
iran Peel tire raed line considered it nothing more 
mT the h mdware line myself,” than,a flesh wound and he didn’t 
h aid * «Handle sales for Wil-|*hink he deserved it since there 
son & Haber.” - : lhe he many others more worthy 

into ' than he.” 

We went into the living room, °"", . sak 
made ourselves comfortable, and. ne es pennant noble of 
looked at each other. you, tank,” I said, 


ai ce { a ies on 1 
ank cleared his throat.-“Nice! pe husband doesn’t have his 


dear,” she said. 


HE CLAPPED: HAND 
‘OW HIS SHOULDER 


short plump woman with a visit- 
ing smile on her face. 
“What brought you to town?” 


« My wife. and? Mrs. 
ent.into the living-room and Il. 


the. coats. 
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fall the canteens and braved mur-’ 


jasked. “Why didn’t you help Mr. 


though,” Mrs. Morrison ’said. “He 
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George gathered ; 


up your hus 
“He ¢ 
fire to get to a store.” 


hs 5. eg at ‘eee ein 
out of water. 


derous enemy. 


stream. He saved the entire pla-’ Hank | 
toon that way.” ‘think ne 
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“Good for you, Rusty,’” Hank Mrs. Moi 
said. “Carrying 40 canteens filled drop in.” 
with water is‘no easy job.” -“Goodh 
“But of course you were there, | Hank. 

Mr. Morrison,” Evelyn said. “I -“Goodb 
keep forgetting that you and prelyn 
George were in the same squad.” ! «hen for 
“It’s hard to” believe,” Hahk “Darlir 
said. 4) | say some 
- “They wanted to give George a body shor 
battlefield commission,” Evelyn I wasn’t 
said, “But he turned jt down. Hel - “T don’ 
said he. preferred to #ina Pri-| She o 
vate First Class. He felt much! @oor and 
closer to the men that way.” _ asked, “ 
“Henry was just like that,” b-a-l-o-g- 
Mrs. Morrison said. “The colonel baloney? 
practically begged him to go to| “Never 
officer’s training school, but nounced,” 
Henry wouldn’t hear of it,” cheese 3: 

Mrs. Morrison suddenly : 
thought of something anc turned ia 
to her husband. “Henry,” she , 
| 

teens?” i . 
f ‘said. “How about] aap 1 
‘leach chil 


necepted 
ments. “Oh, yes,” he said. “Now| returned. 


Saunders carry all those can- 


ten wondered about that,” . = | mommy, 
It took a little while for me to|!'m aslee 
fill my pipe. “I was giving the; Queens 
captain artificial respiration,” I] Upon 
said. “He fell’ into a water-filled|shore, m 
trench.” ‘, his uncle 
“Nice return,” Hank said. Uncle G 
We sat there with our thoughts/cold,” sai 
and sighed occasionally, Elizabe 


OKAY, YOU CLOWNS. © 
LET'S GO TOTOWN. , 
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medal to his congressman as a 


"a ch é bets en 
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he ela against awarding them | 


\for nothing at all.’ 
ae “I bé 
d. just} said. “We have a league of com- 
fkioer.|pany teams.” Do 
ffiger “Henry got his wound while 
's eyes. he was charging a pillbox,” Mrs. 
, g.| Morrison said, “But he went.on 
for his|®®yway and. cleaned it out single- 
handed.” 


Os 


“Limping, no doubt,” IT said. 
“They were going to give him a 
e were| Silver Star,” Mrs. Morrison said. 
ank?” |“But something went wrong with 
, “Re.{the paper work and he never got 
lis petjit. I wanted to write to the War 
Department, but Henry says to 
forget it. He doesn’t want. to 
make any. trouble.” 
“['d write anyway,” I said. 
“Once my husband’s platoon 
aid. “J;was pinned down by gunfire,” 
; for alEvelyn said. “And everybody ran 
ally wejout of water. George gathered up 
all the canteens and braved mur- 
oes,” I|derous enemy. fire to get to a 
silence.|stream. He saved the entire pla- 
3,’ Mrs,|toon that way”. 


jiggled 


hatever 


lid youll pANK SAID JOR 
n said.|]| WASN’T EASY 
eard of 


“Good for you, Rusty,” Hank 

id, “We|said. “Carrying 40 canteens filled 
-  |with water is‘no easy job.” 

there?”| “But of course you were there, 
Mr. Morrison,” Evelyn said. “I 
sy; Mor-|keep forgetting that you and 
Henry’s|George were in the same squad.” 
ided on oe hard to believe,” Hahk 
= : 


id, 

sh tray| “They wanted to give. George a 
“Been (battlefield commission,” Evelyn 

tusty 7" (said. “But he turned jt down. He 

vounded | Said he. preferred to gfmain a Pri- 

“as ae wata niger iio YT. #4. 2 


jwi on Tuesday nights,” I! 


: Eyeglasses 


> 


o be eyeglass pretty, get 
Antoinette Donnelly’s new book- 
let, “Youx- Eyeglasses. and You” 
| with tips’on best shapes for in- 
| Mlividual facial types, flattering 
{ styles, colors, materials and 
: makeup tricks. We’ll send you 
' a copy in return for a stamped, 
| self-addressed. envelope. Ad- 
dress Antoinette Donnelly, THE 
News, 220 E.: 42d St., New 
York 17. = 
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Finally Hank laughed slightly 
‘in reminiscence. “Remember Har- 
er ?™ 2 

; “No,” T said. ~ 
{ We. proceeded to think som 
“more. | 

i “What did you ‘say your hus- 
‘band does?” Mys. Morrison 
asked Evelyn. 


‘: “He’s a bookkeeper for & paper pee Queen 
n . 


company,” Evelyn said. 
‘your: husband?” 

. “He clerks in a hardware 
‘ gtore.”? ; 


Child Keeps 


And You | Early Ideas, 


By DOROTHY M. ROSE 

Sometimes a chance remark, 
thoughtlessly made, will be 
picked up by” a child and mag- 
nified. to such an extent that it 
echoes down through the years, 
This ig especially true of com 
ments about a child’s appearance. 

A friend of mine was the 
younger of two sisters. Each girl. 
was unusually pretty. But when 

helma was ‘6, she overheard a 
visiting aunt ‘whisper to her 
mother, “Thelma’s getting a little - 
better looking.” The older sister 
was elected May Queen in high 
school. But when Thelma reached 
this age, the practice of choosing 
had been discon. 


* 


Later Admission 
Years later, while reminiscing, 


‘ Hank looked at his watch, “I! I said this had been a shame, for — 


think we'd better be moving 
idear. Mustn’t miss our train.’ 

Evelyn and I saw them to the 
door. 

“If you're ever in Portland,” 
Mrs. Morrison said. “Be sure to 
drop in.” 

“Goodbye, Henry,” I said to 
A Goodbye, G ” 

4G ye, George. 

vélyn and I went into the kit- 
chen for a sandwich. 

“Darling,” she asked. “Did you 
say something earlier about some- 
body shooting himself in the leg? 
I wasn’t paying attention.” 

“T don’t remember, dear.” 

She opened the refrigerator 


on, 
” 


| she surely would have been the 


choice of our class. It wasn’t 
until then that she admitted she 
had always considered herself the 
ugly duckling of the family, a 
fact she had accepted ever since 
the whispered.comment. 

If you look back, you'll realize 
that one of the great preoccupa- 
tions -of the young is “‘what do 
I look like?” 

They worry ‘about the size of 
their Feet, the condition of their 
skin when pimples firat appear, 
the shapes of their noses. Often 
the degree of their worry is de« 
termined by earlier remarks. 

Little Mary. comes down te 
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all the canteens and braved mur-'~ 


derous.enémy fire to get to a 
stream. He saved the ‘entire pla-: 
toon that way,’ — ; 


HANK SAID ‘JOB 
WASN'T EASY 


said. “Carrying 40 canteens 
with water is*no easy job.” 
“But of ‘course you were there, 
Mr. Morrison,” Evelyn said, “I 
keep forgetting that you and 
George were in the same squad.” 
“It’s hard to believe,” Hahk 
a - P 
ey wanted to give George a 
battlefield dommission.* Bvelyn 
said, “But he turned jt down. He 
said he. preferred to ain a Pri- 
vate First Class. He felt much 
closer to the men that way.” 
“Henry was just like that,” 
Mrs, Morrison said. “The colonel 
practically begged him to go to 
officer’s training school, but 
Henry wouldn't hear of it.” 
Mrs. Morrison suddenly 
thought of something anc turned 
to her husband. “Henry,” she 
asked. “Why didn’t you help Mr. 
Saunders carry all those can- 
teens?” a, 
I said. 


Hank thought for a few mo- 
ments. “Oh, yes;” he said. “Now 
I remember. I was busy band- 
aging the lieutenant. Nasty 
shoulder wound.” eS 

“Dear,” Evelyn said to me. “I 
think you should have helped Mr. 
Morrison stovm that pillbox.” 

Hank leaned forward. “I’ve of- 
ten wondered about that.” - 

It took a little while for me to 
fill my pipe. “I was giving the 
captain artificial respiration,” I 
said. “He fell into a water-filled 
trench.” - 

“Nice return,’ Hank said. 

We sat there with our thoughts 
and sighed occasionally. 


“How about 
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“He clerks in 8 hardware 
store.” 


LQTe@r AMGMISSION 
Years later, while reminiscing, 


Hank looked at his watch. “I|I said this had been a shame, for 


dear. Mustn’t miss our train.” 


‘think we’d better be moving on,|/she surely would have been the 


choice of our class. It wasnt 


Evelyn and I saw. them to the/until then that she admitted she 


door, ’ 


rg. Morrison said. “Be sure 


filled | drop in.” 


“Goodbye, Henry,” I said to 


ank. 

‘““Goodbye, George.” 

#velyn and I went into the kit- 
chen for a sandwich, 

.“Darling,” she asked. “Did you 
say something earlier about some- 
body shooting himself in the leg?. 
I wasn’t: paying attention.” 

“TI don’t remember, dear.” 

She opened the refrigerator 
door and reached in, “Dear,” she 
asked. “Why is it spelled 
b-a-l-o-g-n-a when it’s pronounced 
baloney ?” 

“Never mind how it’s pro- 
nounced,” I said. “I'll have a 


cheese sandwich,” _ THE END 
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NEWS will pay $3 for 
each childish saying (printed. Une 
uccepted munuscriptsa cannot be 
returned, Addresa “Bright S8ay- 
ings,” THE NEWS, 220 BH. 42a St.. 
New York 17, N. ¥. 


Irritated with my small daugh- 
ter for her stepping into a puddle, 
I said, “Oh, Jill, half the time 
you don’t know what’s going on 
around you.” “Yes, that’s right, 
mommy, because half of the time 
I'm asleep,” ‘she said.  _ G.B. 

Queens , 

Upon our return from the 
shore, my son, 3, was asked by 
his uncle how the water was. “Oh, 
Uncle Gene, it was Ice Cube 
cold,” said my child. P,P 

Elizabeth, N. J. | 
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had always considered herself the 


i . ae ’ 2. % . > 
“Good for you, Rusty,” Hank M If youre ever in, Fortland, jugly duckling of the family, s 


fact she had accepted ever since 
the whispered comment. 

If you look back, you'll realize 
that one of the great preoccupa- 
tions «of the young is “what do 
I look like?” 

They worry about the size of 
their feet, the condition of their 
skin wher pimples first appear, - 
the shapes of their noses. Often 
the degree of their worry is de- 
termined by earlier remarks, 

Little Mary comes down to 
breakfast in a new blouse she’s 
received as a gift. “Your complex- 
ion can’t stand that color,” we 
say. “It makes you look like an 
eggplant.” | 


Saner Approach 


A ganer approach is to intro- 
duce children, boys as well as 
girls, to good c4lor harmony and 
good grooming Miabits while they 
are little. Eneourage them to 
choose at least some of, their own 
clothes and discuss with them im- 
personally the best colors for 
blondes, brunettes and redheads. 
And keep your remarks positive 
— “I love you in that dress, 
honey.” And if we have to eriti- 
cize, we can try to be as subtle 
as we would be with grownup 
friends. ; 

We don’t have to build conceit 
in our sons and daughters, but 
we can build confidence. 
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I yous having eating diftionl. 
tes with your cHildren send for 
our leaflet on that subject. Address 
Mrs. Glady# Bevans, THE NEWS, 


220 BE. 42a St, New York 17, N. Ye 
and enclose a stamped, self-ad@« 
dressed envelope, 


BY 


